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CHAPTER NXVIL.—WHIICKH Cil:\hukb 1HE RELA1IONS OF
SOME OF OUR CHARACTERS, RELATES THE CHANGES
OF OTNKRS, AND CLOSES THE BOOK.

Mz, Thomas Lampsun, the popular and gentlemanly con
ductor, etc, etc, was prc™ably quite as much delighted
with the arrangement as any of his neighbours ; and having
had a hand (in nis opinion) in bringing his friends together,
he next procured a pair of passes to New York frum the
president of the railtoad corporation, and sent them tu Ar
thue, os a slight inducement for hun to reply favourably to
his New Yotk call

Life with our Crampton friends did not lnger. why
should its story be prolonged 2

Arnhur {elt and acted as if the power of another soul had
been added to his own. 1le was in no mood for Jove's
dalliance and dissipati-n.  The sense of luncliness which
once oppressed him, as e tricd to front the life to which he
had been called, was gune, and, with the companiuvuship
which had been pledged to him, he felt prepared for any
labour, for any sacrifice. The past was a long dream of
toil and trial into which his memory flowed with ineflalle
tenderness ; the future a bright reality of love, beneficence
and fruition. 1lc longed to immerse himself in the life that
was already dashing at his feet, as a strong swimmer, stand
ing upon the dccan’s beach, lungs to plunge into the waves
and drown the restless fever of his puwers. The long su
bordination of his being past, every faculty of his soul
sprang into positive life and demonstration.

Toward her new life Fanny procceded tremblingly.  Her
self-confidence relinquished, she turned to him to whom she
had pleded ln:rscltll for guidance and encouragement. It
was a strange thing to her, that inher fecling of dependence
there was no scnse of humiliation, no luss of self-respect—
that in this feeling she fuund a degree of juy and rest and
strength to which she Jad hithento been a stranger.  She
had lust her habitual self seeking  lust her imperions will ~
gladly laid down her proud self reliance, and found her
womanhood. In after munths and years she learned, through
feeling the springs of 2 man’s puwer, enriching the food of
his life, purifying his motives, encouraging his cfforts, and
filling his heart with Jove, what were her true relations tu
machood. She learned that man and woman ate one, that
neither man nor woman can lead a manly life alone, that
the noblest manhood must draw its vital clements from
womanhood, and that all the strong and masculine demon-
stration of her awn life had been bald and barren. She
learned that man holds in his constitution the element of
power, the basis of all Jdemunstrative public functior  and
that, by the degree in which woman possesses thisei aent,
is she exceptional, even if she be not abnormal.

She learned, tvo, that this characteristically masculine
clement of ,powes, unsoftened, untejulated, unpurified, un-
fructificd by the characteristic element of womanhood or the
discipline of womanhood, is a blind, selfish, unfruitful force,
dissociated altogether from goodness, and lacking the
essentiai qualities of humanity.  She learned that the power
of Arthur Blague was a good power through the wom:.nly
subordination of his carly life, and that the noblest function
of her life was to sit in the place of that cazly discipline, and
inform and inspire the demonstration of his raanhood by her
own mimstry of womanly love and tenderness.  When her
life had become fully blended into umity with lus, she
learned that a woman's truest career is lived in love's serene
retitement—lived in {eeding the native forces of her other
self—lived in the carcer of her hushand.

But we are getting along faster than our lovers.  Arthur’s
engagement to Fanny and the changes -vhichJit involved
were not without very important relationsto their respective
families. The question as to what should become of Arthur’s
mother, though troudbling her not a little, did not amount
to a question with Arthur.  The man was not a less dutiful
son than the boy. He determined that his mother should
accompany him ; and, as it was hard for her to think of
parting with the house in which she had lived for so many
yeats, Dr. Gilbe . provided for its retention in her posscs-
sion. It woula be a good summer house, he said, for them
all 1o occupy during the annual vacaticns.

So, unobtrusively, and with a crushing sense of her use-
lessness in the world, Mrs. Blague accustomed herself to
the thought of removing to New York. Her life washid in
Arthur, Al her pride, all her love and all her eanthly
hope were in him.

Dr. Gilbert, though cordially approving Fanny's match,
was quite uvercome with the thought of losing her, The
failurc of his son to fulfil his carly promise, and the change
that had been wrought in his daaghter, had cflected a zeve-
lution in his feclings.  In truth, nuw that Asthur had been
brought into such peculiar relativas to him, he began to
dwell spon his prospects in the same way that he formerly
didupon those of Fred. It was but a few days beforc he
was ready totalk of his prospective son-in-law withall the
ardour of an old and over-fand father.

Poor Fred! All this affected him decply. Rest had
doae much for him, and he felt hisstrength slowly mending,
but the removal of his sister was to him like the loss of a
right eye. When he saw that he was to be left alone,
stranded upon a s -ren hume 2 when hesaw how his father's
interest in him wa abated and had been transfcrred to
others, he was very s.d.

But this did not last.  Hc saw how soon the careof his
father’s affairs must come into his hands, or s into those
of strangers, and the considesation awuke him to new lile.
Renouncing furever his studies and all ambitivn fut disiinc
tion, he set humsel! about business  taking Fanny's place in
doing his father’s corzespondence, and mingling in wutduus
life, as he became strong cnough for it.

The gossips of Crampton, thoagsh busy with theit ingairies,
coald find ou. nothing relating to the approaching wedding.
Fanny hersclf was puzzled about it quite as much as they,

and was helped to a decision, at last, by a suggestion from
her New York friend, Mary Sargent,

Abont this time, Mr. Lampson, the conductor, called to
see Arthur Dingue upon business. The superintendent of
the road had been invited to a more desirable post in another
corporation, and the conductor wanted the vacant-place,
and considered himself competent to fill it. e was sure
Aunthur could get the appointment for hin, and Arthur pro-
mised to do his best for that end. Through Arthur's in-
fluence, or by means of his own excellent reputation, ** the
popular and gentlemanly conductor ™ was, a few days after-
warnd, transfurmed into ** the ubhging and cflicient supenn-
tendent.”

When Thomas Lampson, Esq., called upun Arthur to in-
furin him of his guud furtune, it vecurred 1o the latter that,
as lis friend’s salary had Leen materially increased, st was
sussible that his wants had been enlarged 1n a correspond-
ing degree. So he proposed that when he should remove to
New VYork, the new supenintendent should take his wife
over to the vacated house, and set up housexeeping—using
the family furniture, and taking cate of it, with a view to
ultimately purchasing the whole estabishment. The pro-
positivn pleased Mr. Lampson exceedingly, To become
the master of Arthur Blague's mansion was & new and very
grateful dignity, and the matter was finally arranged to the
satisfactiun of all porties.

Ona bright May morning, following this arrangement,
there was a huge collecuvn of trunhs and buxes upon the
anzza of Di. Gilbest’sjhouse, and anuther pale cqually large
in frunt of Mrs. Blague's dwelling. There was also, at the
station house that morning, an unusually large number of
i‘uung men and women, unprepared fur a juurney.,  They
iad cume to witness a departure, and they did not wait
long. ‘The trunks and boxes had been brought over upon a
truch, and they were soon lollowed by the members of both
families entire—Arthur and his mother, Fanny acd Fred,
and the doctor and Aunt Catharine. They were all goirg
down to witness Arthur’s ordination, at the invitation of
Mr. Frank Sargent and his family. The group of towns-
people closed around Arthur to bid him farewell, and to
offer him a thuusand good wishes. Fanny was adjured not
1u think of getting marsicd befote she returned, which for
some reasun, Lrought a bright blush to her face.

The new superintendent of the road took the occasion to
run over his line that morning, and relieve the pasty of the
care of the lugrrage they had taken, besides makirg himselt
generally agreeable all the way.  Noconductor was allowed
to invade the sacredness of that group by the call for tickets.
As they appruached the trunk-road that would separate
them from Mr1. Lampson's care, the superintendent wvited
Arthur to a private interview., They therefore took a seat
together.

“You know,"” said Tom Lampson, *‘that I sent youa
couple of New York passes 2 while ago.”

*“Yes, and I was very thankful for them.”

“You knouw too, that I wewt to you to get a good “vord
for me with the directors, when 1 wanted to be superinten.
dent.”

“Yes, and I was very much obliged to yoa for that.”

“The two things weren'ta geeat waysapart, were they 2

“No—uhy?"”

“Did you think, beccause 1 sent you those little,
con;c'r'npliblc passes, that I wanted to hire you to work for
me

* Never ! of course not.”

*¢ All right, then,” said Mc. Lampson, *¢ I was thinking
about you last mght, and this thing came across me, and
just kicked the clothes off, and jumped out of bed, and
frightened my wafe all but to death.  The factis I didn't
know anything about the superintendent matter when I sent
thos+ passes—not a thing.”

** My dear fellow, 1 didn't suppose you did,” said Arthur,
with a hearty smile.  ““ So you have had all your trouble
for nothing.”

“*Well, I was bound not to let you goaway thinking that
Tcm Lampson was a mean man—giving things to his
fnends for the sake of getting work out of them. All
square, isit?”

«*Oh ! you know it is, Tom,” responded Arthur.

“*Ever think of old times, Mr, Blague? * inquired Mr.
Lampson. ** Remember about mowing bushes, up in Rog-
gles' pasture?  Things have changed some, haven't they 2

““ 1 have thought of these things a great deal lately. The
Lord has been very kind to me, and to you too, Tom. Just
think how prosperously you are getting along."”

*Tknow it,” responded Mr, Lampton, *‘andit's arotton
shame that Iawn't pious ; but I don't get atit, somnchow. I
mean to be, though, and 1 think 1 shall be. 1 vow I’d
give a pile if I was only all throngh with that thing.”

**Whete there’sa will there’s 2 way, in religion, as in
other things,” seplicd Artthur,

*To tell you the truth about it,” said M. Lampson,
** I've always been hoping I should get converted under
you. It don't scem as sf Daddy Wilton could do anything
fut me. Hcdon't sue me up a patticle. 1 thought you'd
fetched me oncs, but somchow it didn't stick.”

Arthur could not help smiling at the strange conception of
Christianity wkich had posscssion of the mind of his friend,
but felt that he had no time then to enlighten him.

““1f 1 don’t get along." said Mr. Lampson, *‘you'll sec
me in New \'05:. I ain't going todrop this thing, anyway.
I believe if I'd begun back, when you did, I might bea

reacher now, myscll. I tcll you, religion does lots for 2
clier. It kind o' nounishes him all over, and all through. 1
told my wife the other day—sa?'s I, t’s just like manure in
a bed of roses. It ain't very pleasant, perhaps, when you
fitst zzet hold of a1, but 1t makes a feller grow—1t docs—it’s
true.”

Asthur had only time to sespund to Mz, Lampson's
vpinions touching the ferulizing inflacnces of seligion, ard
to give him a curdial exhortaiion to carry his g fes0.a-
tiva: into cffect, when the tain was stopped, and the pas
senpers were directed to change cars.  Arthur bade the
superintendent an affectionate farewcll.  The latter saw the
bagpace of the company safely shifted, and then went abouy,
looking under the cars, and up to the sky—~—anywhere bat in

the faces of his departing friends. As the train was about
starting, he ran into the car, shook hands with them all,
Taughed all the time, jumped off, and waved his handker-
chicf, and then went away wiping his nose with i, and pre
tending to have a very ugly cinder in his eye,

‘That night the party slept in the spacious Kilgore man.
sion, of which Mary Sargent was the mistress,  Poor Mrs.,
Blague moved like onein & dream. She had hardly ex-
rected to live to reach New York ; and to be entestained
1n such magnificent style by her old boaraer—the mistress
of the Crampton Centre School—under such pecubiar cir-
cimstances, seemed sv unreal—sv miraculuus—chat it op
pressed her quite superstitiously. A day or two, however,
sufliced to give her command of her scattered senses, and
she suun began to enjoy the change of scenery and circem
stance to which her juumney had iotroduced her.

Very interesting sumours were in citculation in the church
to whose pastorate to which Arthur had been called—ru
mours which found their wav vut into the circles in which
the popular authoress of ** ihododendron ” had moved in
former yeare, The audience that assembled to witness the
ordination exercises was remarkably large.  Many were at
a loss tu 1magine why such a crowd should be collected,
even in the great city, on such an occasion, The scats
wese nut only all filled, but the ansles were crowded with
patiently »tanding men and women.

There were, at least, three deeply interested witnesses of
the simple and impressive ceremumals by which Arthur
Blague was set apart to the office of the Chnstan mumnstry,
and inaugurated as pastor of the new church—Mrs, Blague,
Mary Sargent and Fanny Gilbert. As he stood belore
them, calm aad firm and self possessed, his eye bright with
the full strength of manhood, a thousand sympatheuic hearts
beating around him, and a great career lying before him,
tears flled thair eyes, and all their sdusibilities were flooded
with excitement, as it they were moved by the inspiration
of eloquence or poetry.

At the close of the exercises of the occasion, while the
audience wanted for the accustomed benediction, Arthur de-
scended from the pulpst, and made his way, unattended,
down the broad assle to the pew where Fanny Gitbeat sat
with her fiends.  He opened the dour, buwed with a plea-
sant smile to Fanny, who rase, tovh his arm, and advanced
with lum to the chancel, where a white-hawred old pastor
awaited them. There the career of Miss Gilvbert ended,
and the career of Mrs. Arthur Blague began.  There, 1n the
presence of Arthur s pzupie, did she give hiessell to him and
to them. The old pastur gave them and the cungregation
his benison, and a multitude of friends pressed forward to
make the acquaintance of their new pastor and his wife.
Among those who came arovnd the interesting pair were
several of Fanoy's old friends, who welcomed her back with
abundant joy. Mr. Frank Sargent took the oceasion to be
very busy. There were several persons present wham he
wanted in the church, and whom he had thus far failed to
*rope in.”” These were brought Jorward and introduced to
the Rev. Mr. Blague and his wife, and treated with all that
consideration which their uncertain position demanded.

Thus, for the purification of the great city, was another
rill of the healthful country life poured into it. Thus, in
God’s loving and far-secing providence, was brought to its
terminal link that long concatenation of trial and sorrow, of
strupgle and disappointzient, of patient waiting and faithful
working, of sickness and death, which has formed the staple
of this story. Into these two lives, prepared for great pur-

oses, had been pourcd abundant expeniences.  For them
Ead others unconsciously lived. Even the proprietor of
Hucklebury Run, and the man who had robbed him both
of lus moncy and his daughter, were made tributary to the
grand result.  With frames which ounly country brecding
can build, with broad and fruitful natures, with power to
labour, and with determined will and purpose, they gave
themselves to the city—a contribution to those conservative
and recuperative forces of citv life, evermore countsy-born,
which makes progress poss .nd which alone save that
life from fatal degregation a1 anal extinction.

Thenccfoward they became dispensers rather than e
ceivers. litherto, events had ended in them-little rivu-
lets of cxperience, running in from wide distauces, had
found in them their termination; plans of life had exhausted
their material on rexching them ; plots had unravelled
themsclves at their feet. Now, prepared for their dertiny
and their ministry, the stream of bengficence went out from
them, and grow breader as it flowed. Crampiun life, which
had scemed so poor, insiznificant, hard and barren, blos.
somed in New York into consummate beauty, and shook
with its burden of fruit hike Lebanon. We shall hear of
that fruit in the ‘* harvest-home ™ of the angel-reapers.

thering but a few years ago at
the old Gilbert mansion. Dr. Gilbert and Mrs. Blague
were not there, for they had passedaway.  Dr. Gilbert had
lain down to test by the side of his wife, and Mzrs. Blague
had taken her place with her husband, litle Jamie, and the
fair-haired children of her youth. The house has a new
mastes and a new mistiess.  Fred Gilbert is a farmer, and
Mrs. Fred Gilbert is a sister of Mrs. Thomas Lampson—in
short, a Joslyn—not oaly a pretty woman, but every way a
worthy one. So Arthur Blague and his wife, Thomas
Lampson and his wile, and Mr. and Mrs. Fred Gilbert, ate
bound o each other by family tics no less than by the
clocest f=iendship.

The pany ulL’ of old umes and old scenes, They atk
over to the banal ground, and, in silence, gather about the
clumps of roscs that hude thair friends, and speak tendetls
of the departed.  Arnthur icans spon the family monument,
and, gazing upon the mound that rises above the breast of
hutle Jamie, goes back in memory over his painful history,
and weeps like 2 woman. At length he alls to lim his
three [children, a 4 tells them where their ancle lies, ot
whom they have heard so many tiines.

As they pasy out they note 2 newly made grave by the
side of that of Mz, Ruggles. ** So the old woraan isgone,”
15 all the remark that is made.  They call upon the Josiva
family—now one of the most thrifty and respectable familics

* There was 2 midsummer



